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lives.    Tell the driver it's Mr, Wye's.    He's lived there for
years."
It thus became Dud's destiny to find himself, about twenty
minutes later, supporting "the cemetery-woman" on the seat
of the biggest and most luxurious taxi he had ever entered. It
appeared to be necessary for this conveyance to make a wide
circuit to reach the lane in question, which turned out, when
it was reached, to be a narrow road, sometimes running be-
tween hedges and sometimes through an open upland, but follow-
ing in its main direction a ridge of green pastures that looked
down upon Dorchester from the north.
Readers of this meticulous chronicle who know the district
will look in vain to-day for any relics of Glymes, for not only
has the plough passed over the spot, but ashes have been
sprinkled where the two cottages stood; and where Mrs. Quirm
at that time cultivated her little flower-garden there is now a
gravel pit.
But Glymes, when Dud saw it that day, represented a con-
glomeration of low slate roofs, irregular gables, and brick
chimneys, that from a distance looked like a small farm-house,
but was in reality a couple of adjacent cottages, the abode at
that time of the Quirms and the Wyes. These two dwellings
stood side by side, so that all their front windows shared the
same extensive view. The view was indeed one of the finest
in that part of the county,* comprising in its scope the whole of
Dorchester, together with the wide-stretching downs to the
south of the town, downs which, beginning to rise beyond Ford-
ington Great Field, and sinking for a space where Came Church
and Came House stand, mount up to the far-seen tumulus-
bearing ridge, where Culliford Tree—really a monumen-
tal clump of trees—overlooks the expanse towards the channel.
His charge once safe in her own house and in the presence
of her husband, it might well have been supposed that Dud
would have hurriedly departed; but such was far from being
the case. His excitement about Wizzie, the thundering beat of
his pulses, as if with the release of a sobbing flood of ten years'
suppressed feelings, his anticipation of what to-morrow might
bring forth, threw him into a mood of wild recklessness in which
he only wanted to take the slow-moving hours by the throat and
strangle them one after another and rush over their dead bodies
to the train for Yeovil! He would get the earliest morning train.

